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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





Hupson, N. Y., June 23, 1887. 
© THE EDITOR OF PUCK—Sir: 
T { remember, two or three years ago, a very effective cartoon in 
Puck, representing a tilt between the Pope and the high cockalorum 
of the Knights Templar, each denouncing the other as a humbug. It was 
good because it hit off facts. 

I remember, too, in the campaign of 1884, by pencil and pen, you 
excoriated wisdom of the Blaine type, and held up for admiration inde- 
pendence, conscience, courage of conviction, etc. Your standard was the 
standard of sincere, intelligent, courageous, high-minded men. You did 
not lower it for expediency sake, and congratulated yourself on that fact. 
Your wit was effective because it stood on the veracities, as Carlyle would 
say. Probably no one recognized this more fully than yourself. 

Of late there has been achange. Your pet aversion is now the Land 
and [Labor Movement, led by Henry George. Your hostility has so in- 
flamed your prejudices and passions as to pervert your judgement to the 
damage of your wit and morality. This is a grave charge; but its proof 
is found in the moral attitude you take toward Dr. McGlynn now and 
that you assumed in 1884. Witness your comment on the leading cartoon 
in Puck this week: 

“The moral of this little tale shows that a conscientious Catholic is 
Unwise to buck against Excommunication; and Excommunication means 
business.” 

F You could hardly find a better illustration of moral obliquity in the 
columns of the N. Y. 7rzbune or Sun. 

You know that Dr. McGlynn is the most conspicuous example of 
suffering for conscience’s sake in America to-day. You know that the Power 
that seeks to crush him is the unrelenting foe of free thought and of all ideas 
that threaten its supremacy, even though American interests, humanity’s 
interests, be sacrificed. You know that Dr.-McGlynn has been under the 
ban since he antagonized, years ago, the policy of the Church on the Pub- 
lic School question. You ought to know that no more single-hearted man 
ever staked his all for conscience’s sake. Yet in such a contest, when all 
good men and true should uphold the hands and cheer the heart of him 
who is fighting their battle against overwhelming odds, you do not conceal 
your joy that the odds are against him. You advise him to sacrifice his 
conscience to ‘* Wisdom,” and you gloat over his anticipated destruction 
at the hands of those whom you constantly deride as frauds and foes of 
human progress. 

Could there be a better illustration of the demoralization that ensues 
when passion and prejudice usurps the place of reason, than in the con- 
trast in your attitude now and in 1884, on the essential virtues of human 
character, 

You doubtless question my right to criticise; but as you made your- 
self (very properly) a censor of morals in 1884, and led your readers and 
the public so to regard you, there is the implied obligation to them to 
maintain the standard. It seems to me you must see that you have made a 
mistake, and that it is your duty and interest to correct it or to do so no 
more. I want to see Puck maintain the high position it achieved in 1884. 

Hoping that you are not unduly irritated by one who has heretofore 
admired and justified your paper, I am, Resp’y, 


Willard Peck. 


* 
* * 


oe 
R. PECK, you write so temperately and reasonably, for an adherent of 
M the George faction, that we are glad to print and to reply to your 
letter. From the heading of that document we learn that you are 
a lawyer. Now let us tell you, to begin with, that in every probability, 
we, as newspaper men in New York, must have better information in this 
matter than you, as a lawyer in Hudson, can possibly have. It is the 
business of our lives to learn the exact truth about the events of the day, 
and to tell that truth, We live among the people who are making this so- 
called “‘movement ;” we know them well, who and what they are. We 
know, for instance, that Dr. McGlynn is not at all the heroic character 
vou think he is. He is a kindly, enthusiastic, well-meaning man—or he 
was, a few months ago—but he is impulsive, vain and excitable, and flat- 
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tery has driven him to the furthest verge of extravagance. He is noi 
“‘ suffering for conscience’s sake.” He is not suffering at all. In fact, he 1s 
having a better time than he ever had before in his life. He is praised 
and petted and cheered, and told every hour that he isa great man. Men 
and women are. making much of him; he is applauded whenever he ovens 
his mouth, and he has his mouth open most of the time. Dr. McGlynn 
is doing very well indeed, and he has not had a taste of suffering as yet. 


* > a 

As to his relations with his church, we are surprised that a lawyer 
should question the propriety of our strictures on his conduct. As you 
correctly observe, we have promptly condemned the Catholic Church 
whenever it arrogated to itself an unwarrantable temporal power, or sought 
in any way to interfere with human liberty or freedom of thought. But 
we have never had anything to say against the Catholic Church when 
it minds its own business. In this affair it is minding its own business 
in what seems to us a perfectly proper way. L McGlynn’s case is, in 
law and in equity, much the same as the case of the Andover professors 
lately on trial for heresy. We have only abhorrence for the monstrous 
doctrine which Dr. Dexter attributes to the Congregational Church, and 
we have no idea that either the church at large or Andover Theological 
Seminary will sustain such a cruel interpretation of the tenets of Congre- 
gationalism. But if Professor Smyth and his associates agreed to teach 
that doctrine and then taught the opposite, they have broken their con- 
tract. So it is with Dr. McGlynn; he may preach, if he sees fit, doctrines 
condemned by his Church; but he cannot honorably preach them while 
he remains a servant of the Church. If we engaged you, Mr. Peck, to 
write editorials for us, and you felt it your duty to advocate opin‘ons 
which we thought it our duty to combat, would you try to use our col- 
umns for your own purposes? We think you would give up your position. 
If you did not, we should certainly excommunicate you, and it would be 
unwise and dishonest for you to stay in our office and buck against our 
excommunication. 

* . * 

Now as to Mr. Henry George’s “‘theories.”” We are not troubling 
ourselves about them. George has an undigested and confused scheme 
of communism. Communistic government was not contemplated by the 
founders of this country, and it will not be established here. But we do 
express a most decided opinion that it is a bad thing to have an excitable, 
irresponsible person like McGlynn running around telling other excitable 
people that all land should be confiscated ‘‘ without compensation to the 
so-called owners,” and that if this is not done, the citizens of New York 
“will get their bellyful of such reforms as came through the French Revo- 
lution.” Do you approve of that sort of thing, yourself, Mr. Peck? And 
do you know that most of the people who listen to this talk are of the 
lowest grade of ignorant Europeans, undisciplined, violent, with little 


(Continued on Page 307.) 
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MOUNT DESERT ITEM. 


Mrs. Duchesney Kilsaine, of Baltimore, arrived at Bar 
Harbor with her ménage last week; but, finding that the season 
had hardly begun, will return to St. Augustine, Florida, for a 
briet stay.—Frenchman’s Bay Bugle. 
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| Nee a mossy lawn she came to me 
Laden with flowers; the envious Dawn’s first ray 

Kissed her in love, while zephyrs, jealously 

Following beside, toyed with her hair in play 
And scattered jeweled drops of morning dew. 

A winning smile came to her eyes and lips, 
And yet, although I vowed my heart was true, 
She would not let me kiss her finger-tips. 


She was beside me on the ocean’s shore; 

Her warm breath kissed me on the shining sands, 
Watching the waves that on their white crests bore 

Visions of tropic isles and sunlit lands. 
Wood-robins called to us ’mid leafy wood; 

With lazy oars we floated down a stream 
Where the kingfisher perched with crested hood 


And watched the drowsy water-lilies dream. 


A sad coquette, she joined in winsome play, 
Now careless smiled, sometimes was sad in tears; 
On moonlit night and in the radiant day 
She whispered hope and calmed my wakening fears, 
a f } y. ! . But when a chill air stirred the aftermath, 
— a oe wt <> With gaudy leaves among her tangled hair 
She flitted by me, down a woodland path— 


Summer, my darling, left me standing there. 


/ SamuEL Wi uiams Cooper. 
EE mA 
a, 42 
— 2 


lk ie . ws Lem 
Omar j PW. 
2140, re -.. 


we a 


—— oS, 


‘ RSTWHILE, WITHAL, SOOTH, peradventure and eke are effective words 
ISCOURAGING. which young writers will do well not to introduce in their copy. 


Don’T B’LEEVE there ’s any use 0’ tryin’ to make a lady out o’ you,” 
said a discouraged Arkansas woman to her daughter, a tall, lank, bare- 
footed girl of about twenty summers: “It ain’t zz you to be a lady, 


eile aah , , , 
«« TO KILL A Dove,” says an exchange: ‘‘is a sign of death to the negros 


of Louisiana.” It is also a sign of death to the dove, 


> . 
an’ I don’t reckon you’ll ever be one while yer on top o’ this created airth. —— 
Now, when them two strange gentlemin rid by just now, youd ort to got 7 
down off’n the fence an’ made ’em a curchy. But did you do it? No; but 


you set there a-snickerin’ till they’d went by, an’ then you up an’ let drive 
at their backs with my cowcumbers, an’ snickered fit to kill when you ’d 
knocked one o’ their hats off. I seed ye, an’ blushed fer yer lack 0’ man- 
ners. Ye aint the lady I was whenst I was your age, an’, what ’s more, I 
don’t b’leeve you ’ll ever be no ornymint to serciety long’s ye carry on 


like 


manners better next time!” 


will be exactly suited to my case, and I will have to move there. 


ms Oirland, an’ it’s a warrum welcome y ’Il git. They ’Il trate ye ’till yez 
n 


my trade; and, if Ireland was a republic like this, there might be a 
chance there of getting a little public office of some kind—” 


that. Now you go an’ feed the dogs, an’ see if ye can’t mind yer 


Tue SHoz On tHe Oruer Foor. 
American.—My physician says he believes the climate of Ireland 
IrisHman.—Bedad, you ’Il find it a foine country! 


‘So I suppose. I wish Ireland was a free country like—” 
A free country is it, ye wish? Begorry, ye say that to the people 


t walk, sure! The best won’t be good enough fur ye!” 
But what I was going to remark is, that I am no longer able to work 





tle Aw Unpceasant Errecr. 
ce, is it, office? Ye spalpane, d’ ye suppose the Oirish wud Wire.—Do you know what effect the speeches of George 


ous bloomy fureigner like yez to an office? Oirland’s fur the Oirish, and McGlynn have had upon the country? 
ye moind that, ye blagguard!” Husspanp.—Yes; they have made its head ache. 
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DE ’POSSUM. - 





AR’S GWINTER BE some fun, 
D Fur yo’ see de ebenin’ sun 
Am hangin’ moughty feary in de wes’; 

Do yo’ heah de cookey call 
Frum de grape-inclamber wall, 

Fur his mate, afore he hussle to his nes’? 
Dar ’s a dicky bird ersleep, 
Wha’ de dog-wood blossum peep 

Up ag’in the shadder ob de ’golah-tree; 
An’ I reckon dar ’s some fun 
Fur de yaller dog an’ gun— 

An’ I sorter kinder fink de same fur me. 


























~ Dar ’s a hussle in de co’n— 
Golly! hain’t I glad I ’se bo’n! 

Jump here, Ginger, or de critter git away! 
Froo de meader an’ de brake— 
Golly! what a whopper snake! 

Dis am lubly, huntin’ ’possum, wal, I say! 
See! he clamber on de fence! 
Dis am ’citin’ fun ermense; 
/ An’ he scoot along de oder side de rail. 
Now, Ginger, hump yo’ ha’r! 
Don’t yo’ see de ’possum dar, 

A-hangin’ frum de ’golah by his tail? 


Wii Dat ’s a teeny bit ob tree, 
An’ de axe am moughty free 
'|  ?Bout a-choppin’ out.de chips to make him fall. 
| . Hebin’s! Ginger, keep yo’ eye 
On de ’possum, he am fly! 

Fur I neber seen a flyer critter ’t all. 
BY'),) | He am down—zow/ shake him up! 
“UV Hi, golly! dat ’s a pup 
I would n’t trade yer fur de bestes’ farm! 
I kin sing a meetin’ sam 
When I sop the sweety yam, 

. In de graby ob de ’possum, wid a 

charm, 
Hi. S. Keller. 


THE PRINCE OF WAILS. 


Atsert Epwarp.—Mother, around a sandwich which has reposed in 
me coat-tail pocket since our— 

Tue Queen.—Our?! 

Avsert Epwarp.—r-r, the celebration, I find 
a copy of the Z7zmes of recent date. Within a 
peal of its mighty thunder J find allusion to the 
fact that I looked every inch a king. 

Tue Queen.—What are you giv—? What 
of it? 

Axsert Epwarp.—This, me royal progenitor. 
It aroused a train of thought, in which I pictured 
meself as riding to Westminster on me fiftieth 
coronation anniversary, aged one hundred and 
forty. You’ re looking fine this morning, mother! 


1s cHiNeSsE for ‘‘Collars and Cuffs.” It 
"™ should be pronounced trippingly on the 
tongue. 


HE Fixid stars “‘Cygni” are fifty billion 

miles from the earth. We get this infor- 
mation from a scientific friend, whose father 
left him enough money to enable him to live 
without work. 


MAN CAN REALLY pay more attention to a 
woman by looking at her with one eye, 
than he can with both eyes, 


Provincia, Secretary oF State (finishing 
reading of communication from the Governor 
to the General Assembly).—And God bless the 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts! 

AristocratTic MEMBER (27 back seat, com- 
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PLEASANT FOR THE PaTIENT. 


Hincks has been run over and slightly injured. Ambulance 
driver, who has been told to deliver an order. 

“Hullo, Plantem! Send down a number six, with three 
handles on a side, full nickel-plate! Get it to the hospital be- 
fore four-thirty !” 





THE SNAIL AND THE CRAB. 





FEW DAYS AGO a Snail, which was slowly making its way along the sea- 
A shore, met with a Crab. 

“*T think it’s pretty rough that we have such a hard time to get along 
in the world,” said the Snail: ‘‘look at those birds overhead; what high- 
flyers they are!” 

“Yes,” replied the Crab: ‘‘and I have noticed in the water herrings 
and other fish that get along very rapidly, whilst I can hardly pull one 
foot after another. Let’s stop and see the boss about it.” 

That afternoon, as Uncle Sam came down to the beach to smoke his 
cigar, the two creatures made their complaint. 

‘*Why, my dear fellow,” said Uncle Sam to the Snail: ‘you ought 
to be glad to have a house over your head without wanting to fly away 
with it. As to our friend, the Crab, there, he a/ways was a crank, and 
never could go about anything directly. Don’t mind his growling. Equality 
can’t make Major-Generals out of the whole poptlation, you know.” 

And they departed on their several ways. G. E. Hanson. 





ON THE CLIFF WALK. 


De CieicH.—Chawmed, Miss Norman! I 
was just going over to ask permission to bring 
a friend to call on you! 

Norman (pater, of the wool-sack).—Who 
is he, De Cleigh? Lots of strangers in town, 
now, and we must size them up carefully be- 
fore adoption. Know him well? 

De Creicu.—I ll waive my right to feel 
insulted, Mr. Norman, and tell you that he is 
the Honorable Cadmore Baylis-Baylis Strath- 
mouch, of Strathmouch Terrace, Clumpton- 
on- Rabble- Stitch, over-against-and-alongside 
of Braunmuckle moor, Cull— 

Norman.—Court adjourned until to-mor- 
row, same time and place, to hear continua- 
tion of plaintiff’s evidence. 


PRoressor minTo has undertaken to pre- 
pare a new edition of Scott’s poetical 
works, in two volumes, to which he will pre- 
fix a critical essay on the characteristics of 
Scott as a poet. ‘T’iis reminds us forcibly, in 
some way, of Carel Wolseley’s criticism of 


Robt. E. Lee. 


R. GOULD’s WEALTH is out of all propor- 
tion to his size, 


Deticious sut Cost ty. 


lacently, and to himself). — And Nahaunt Brown.—I saw you carrying home a big 

er mm Y. " AN ENGAGED SEAT. watermelon yesterday, Robinson. Aren’t they 
Masuer (¢o veiled lady in railroad car).— rather expensive this early in the season? 

HE Most charming talkers are those who re- Is this seat engaged, madam? Rosinson.—Very! Including the doctor’s 

strict themselves to the monosyllables Veen Lapy.—Yessir. I’m goin’ ter cock bill, that watermelon cost me about seventeen 


“Yes” and “No” with the rising inflection. my feet up there in a minnit, an’ take a nap! dollars, 
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{ TEACH A SUNDAY-SCHOOL CLASS. 


> My First ano Last Experience. 


HY, DEAR ME, if it isn’t almost three 
o’clock! I’ve got to start right off to 
Sunday-school! I have a class, you 
know! You ’ll come along, too, won’t 

you, George? You must come! You need 

it sadly enough, goodness knows!” 

This was Eva, Eva is sort of a seventh 
cousin of mine, with a charming home just out of 
town, and I was Sundaying there. Eva’s papa has 
just gone in pretty vehemently on an iron mine up 
in Michigan; and, you see, I’m nursing Eva along, 
so to speak, till | see what that mine is going to 
do. So I said: ‘‘ Why, I assure you, nothing could give me greater 
pleasure!” 

So we went; and I, with the accustomed modesty of my profession, 
(the law) slunk into a back-seat, with the intention of quietly twirling 
my thumbs, and otherwise utilizing the time. 

But, hark !—a stealthy tread—’tis the superintendent ! 

“I am very much in need of another teacher; one of my teachers 
is away to-day, and won’t you be good enough to take his place ?” 

“Well, I should rather say not!” I remarked to my inner self; while 
outwardly I stammered: ‘‘ Why—thank you, sir—but, really—it has been 
so long since I had such a pleasure—that—really, I fear I could scarcely— 
do the subject justice.” 

But the superintendent was quite sure, etc.; and, after about five 
minutes of this fascinating debate, during which what seemed to me about 
a thousand eyes were feasting upon my glowing features—my temperature 
having gone from eighty-five to the neighborhood of eight hundred—my 
charming seventh cousin came swaying swan-like down the aisle, saying: 

“*Oh, do ask him to take aclass; he teaches a class beautifully; only 
he needs a little urging!” 

“*Oh, Sapphira, Sapphira, how the modern nineteen-year-old, brown- 
eyed Sunday-school teacher can leave you behind when she wants to!” 

“You just take this lesson paper, and ask the questions; they ’re all 
printed there, you see; and they answer them, and that’s all!” 

I looked toward the door, but two corpulent females stood there in 
protracted converse. To squeeze between them was impossible. The low- 
ness of the lintel precluded a wild leap over their heads; the windows 
were closed and calked with cotton, since the winter. So I walked meekly 
down the aisle, my heart throbbing with religious emotion, and took my 
place before my class. There they sat—ten boys of them waiting for the 
fray. I seized the lesson paper; there they were, just ten questions of 
them, waiting to be asked. With an impressive Sabbatical intonation, I 
began dealing out the ten interrogations from left to right. Regarding 
the accuracy of the answers, the brevity of my preparation did not per- 
mit me to form an authoritative opinion. Regarding their speed, there 
could be no question; and hardly had I begun before I found myself at 
the last boy, and my last question used up. I looked around at the super- 
intendent, to see if he showed signs of closing the office, but he appeared 
to be right in the midst of business hours, and was holding a very cheer- 
ful conversation with my aforementioned Sapphiratical relative. 

I gazed about at the other teachers; they were all deep in the in- 
struction of youth, The time for folding your tents, like the Arabs, had 
evidently not yet arrived. It was safe to say that I’d got to ask that 
class some more questions. Bright thought! I’Il begin at the other end. 
So I did, reading out the meagre words as slowly and lingeringly as possi- 
ble. But there I was again at the last boy. I peered anxiously around. 





The superintendent was still chatting with enchanting obliviousness; his 
able corps of assistants was still in the heat and din of the engagement. 
“‘Boys,” said I, striving as best I could to conceal my emotion: 
“‘how long does this last ?” 
“Till four.” 





I shot an eager glance at the ecclesiastical time-piece over my head; 
't Was seventeen minutes past three. 

“My good””—but I checked myself. I was way up in front, where 
everybody could see. I’d got to keep things moving, or there ’d be no 
end of scandal. Calling up all the resources of a well-disciplined mind, 
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I speedily hit upon another plan, and asked my ten precious questions all 
over again, making the boys answer in concert. This got rid of several 
minutes. It was now twenty-six minutes past three. An awkward pause; 
a moment of intense thought; then I had them answer, beginning at the 
last question and going backward. Then I had all the boys over twelve 
years of age recite in turn; then all under twelve. It was now nineteen 
minutes of four. 

Then I began again at the first question, making each boy stand up 
and face the opposite wall, while he answered. Thirteen minutes and 
twenty-nine seconds of four! 

** Boys,” said I, beginning to warm to the work: “‘now stand up and 
answer these questions again, lifting your right foot off the floor as you do 
so; now your left foot; now both feet.” Six minutes, eighteen and nine- 
tenths seconds of four! 

“* Boys,” said 1, mopping my dewy brow: “I will ask you these ques- 
tions again; and, as each one is called up, he must first stand on his - feet 
and repeat his answer backward; and then stand on his head, and repeat 
it sideways.” 

I had only, however, got as far as the fourth boy, when the bell rang, 
and the school closed. 

This happened three months ago; but my physician tells me it will 
yet be a long time before I can endure any severe mental strain; and that 
I must not think of resuming the onerous duties of my profession, I tell 
you, this is pretty hard, when I had such a fine start, with a nice light 
office, and an upholstered swivel chair; and my letter-heads all printed; 
and everything all ready for a case. J. P. Lyons. 





An ExXpeLanaTIion, 


TeENnvER-HEARTED Otp Parry.—I suppose your poor friend 
is a hopeless cripple, and you are devoting your life to his care? 

Wanperer.—No, boss; dat ain’t it, egzackly; de fact is, 
dey won’t let us sleep on de benches, so we got up dis here cart; 
an’ we takes turns sleepin’ in it, while de udder one draws it 
around, Are you on, boss? 


DESPERADO HAS BEEN KILLED in Tennessce, and the people were happy 

until they learned that the killing was done by an officer in self- 
defence; then they wanted the officer tried for murder. A trial will be 
given him, and, if he is acquitted, his chances for the next governorship 
will be assured. 


N INDIANA JupGE, while addressing a jury, suddenly lost his voice. As 
he has not yet recovered it, his friends entertain grave fears that it 
was stolen by some one of the divorce lawyers present. 


LITERALLY TRUE. 


OU STAND UPON your acres wide, 
As rich as any Astor; 

Your rents flow in from every side, 
Fast as they ’re spent, and faster. 


Yet I, disinterested I, 
Love you, please understand— 
The poorest thing that meets your eye— 
The ground on which you stand. 
F. E. Crase, 














306 PUCK. 


“THE LADY OR THE TIGER?” 





oi H, HARK TO ME,” said the bo’s’n’s mate, 
‘n O As he fished around for his pipe: 
‘An’ I'll spin a yarn of the Spanish Main, 
A yarn of the proper stripe. 







“It was ’56, ez I recollec’, 

An’ the wind was pipin’ free— 
—=~ ' must ha’ left my *baccy home— 
mane I’m ’bliged t’ ye, sir,” said he. 


“Well, ez I was sayin’, "twas ’tarnal dark, 
I was stannin’ by the hatch, 

When all er a sudden I heered a yell— 
Hez anyone got a match? 


‘“Where was I? Oh, yes—by the great horn-spoon, 
- or When I heered that awfu/ shout, 

a ay: I seen a figger a’creepin along— 

a: Oh, hang it, that pipe is out!” 


A SUCCESSOR TO THE STOCK-YARD POETS. 





NLY ONE SHORT year ago, as we penned the glowing eulogies of Mr. 
Goodall’s Stock-Yard Poets, whose songs were then issuing from the 
cattle enclosure in the suburbs of Chicago, we dared to hope, in 

spite of the gloomy predictions of the late Dr. Johnson, that age might 
fulfill the promise of youth, and that the bards would be piping their lays 
for decades to come. But, like Mr. T. Moore, we have never nursed a 
dear gazelle to glad us with its bright blue eye, but that when it came to 
know us well, and love us, it was sure to die. 

The Stock-Yard Poets, so far as we are able to ascertain, are no 
more. Perhaps they have succumbed to the malice and envy of other 
poets, since Mr. Ruskin has demonstrated that the famous epigram of 
Bacon d’Eyncourt, formerly Alfred Tennyson: 


‘* Of all the poets beneath the skies, 
A Stock-Yard Poet I most despise,” 


was due to the jaundiced jealousy of the Laureate of Britain. Perhaps 
they have seen the error of their ways, and are at present quiescent, en- 
gaged in the study of orthography and the primary rules of rhetoric, pre- 
paratory to new onslaughts, Perhaps—but these speculations are idle. 
They are gone, and regret is useless ! 

But mark the beneficent provision of nature! A new poet has sprung 
up to take the place in our soul once occupied by the Stock-Yard birdlets. 
The new poet is none other than W, E. Davenport, of Brooklyn, who has 
issued a volume of poetry called ‘‘ The Perpetual Fire,” which he terms 
“*A Thank-Offering of Song,” without mentioning to whom or what he 
offers the thanks. Perhaps he is thankful that he is allowed to live. He 
ought to be, if his neighbors are aware of the ghastly suggestion in his 
preface, that he is about to follow up the present poems with others of a 
like nature, 

With that lofty consciousness of power which has ever distinguished 
the first order of Genius, Mr. Davenport begins his preface with the re- 
marks that: ‘*’Tis conceded, on all sides, that without faith no miracle can 
be worked; and the present age, conscious enough of its faithlessness, has 
judiciously given up the idea of wonder working. Next to miracle, how- 
ever, comes the origination of a great poem, which, also, is impossible 
without faith. Yet, tis our fortune to see numbers of literary men work- 
ing away at verse in the vain hope of accomplishing true poetry, while 
they themselves lack the chief essential for its production.” The poet 
then gracefully admits the possession of these essentials, himself, and then 
turns on his verses. 

One of the first of these poems, which is entitled, ‘‘ George Fox on 
Sixth Avenue,” is preceded by an extract from that gentleman’s diarv, con- 
cerning his adventures in the Market-Place of Litchfield, and the poem is the 
result of the daring co.ception of the poet in bringing George some two 
hundred and fifty years ahead of his age, and placing him in the thorough- 
fare mentioned, obviously to see what he will do. The poem begins: 


*‘While yet the birds were chirping in the morn, 
George Fox appeared upon Sixth Avenue; 

His locks disheveled, and his raiment torn, 
Loud crying in a voice approved by few.” 


Now we have no doubt but that Mr. Davenport meant kindly by Mr. 
Fox; and yet he has placed him in an unenviable position. The natural 
inference from the lines of the poet is, that Mr. Fox had been out all night; 
and the circumstance that his locks were disheveled and his raiment torn, 
leads to the irresistible conclusion that he had been partaking of the cup 
that cheers and inebriates simultaneously; which view is enhanced by the 
fact that he was loud crying in a voice approved by few; perhaps declar- 


ing that the town was not red enough, and imploring the few who did 
approve to supply the deficiency. The poem does not inform us whether 
or not Mr. Fox was arrested, or the amount of his fine; but, in our opin- 
ion, the character of the old gentleman, whose worst act in his own cen- 
tury was to found the Quaker sect, has good grounds for an action for 
libel. 

But, perhaps Mr. Davenport’s most ambitious effort is the poem en- 
titled: ‘‘A Moral Purpose in Art; or, The Authors’ Club.” He does 
not refer to the local organization of this name, but to an imaginary au- 
thors’ club in Hades. This poem, while perhaps not entitled to rank with 
Dante’s verses upon his experiences in similar localities, will yet find its 
own place in literature. The poet relates his adventures in this authors’ 
club in blank verse, and mentions the names of several members. Among 
others : 

‘David, too, was there. I saw 
Ezekiel, the Prophet of the Morning, 
Sitting by Shelley.” 
* 
* * 
“‘Saw I not Coleridge there by Daniel’s side, 
While Sappho listened to the song of Keats?” 


Mr. Davenport mentioned many other departed gentlemen, whom he 
meets in this authors’ club, and describes his surprise when they are bolt- 
ed out of the room. Then— 


**And lo! when I had lifted up my eyes 

I saw Voltaire sneaking around the room, 

Also, I saw Lord Byron, and I saw 

Sam Butler; and I said to these three men, 
‘What do you want?’ And they said: ‘We desire 
To understand this great phenomenon, 

Why all these men went out into the cold 
When it was so much warmer in this room?’ 
And I replied: ‘They did not think of that, 
And neither did they care. For they were warm 
With that eternal love which ye so lack.’ 

And then these three men laughed most bitterly, 
But whether they went out I do not know.” 


The inference seems to be that Mr. Davenport came away himself, 
then, for the poem ends thus abruptly, with Voltaire, Byron, and Sam 
Butler in possession. 

But we have sufficiently demonstrated our proposition, that Mr. Dav- 
enport is fully competent to take that seat upon the apex of fame that has 
been vacated by the Stock-Yard Poets, aud we trust soon to see him thus 
elevated. 
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A Late Dinner. 


Cierk (in up-town hotel, to guest from New Jersey).— 
Have you been in to dinner, yet? 

Guest (excited).—Dinner? No! I’ve been sittin’ here 
two hours, waitin’ fer the durned gong to ring! 
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WALL STREET THEATRE. 


Tue Coxtpest Prace 1n New York THis SuMMER. 








For a Short Season Only. 
Magnificent Representation of the Superb Spectacular Drama, 


THE FALL OF MANHATTAN. 


PRODUCED, 
according to all reports, 
Unper THE MANAGEMENT OF 
neither 
JAY GOULD nor RUSSELL SAGE. 
Preceded by an Amusing Farce Entitled: 
THE WHEAT CORNER IN CINCINNATI, 


The Entire Entertainment Given at a Cost 
(to Mr. Cyrustina Field) 
of 
SEVERAL MILLIONS OF DOLLARS 
by 
Tue Manuwattan Specuctatinc Company, UNLIMITED. 





SYNOPSIS. 

Ipytt: Unsuspecting Lambs at Play. Poetic Dance Around the 
Golden Calf. 

Battet DivertisseMenT: Bulls and Bears in Tug of War. Victory 
of the Bears. 

Bulls and Bears Attack the Lambs, who are Driven Away with Great 
Slaughter. 

A Thrilling and Sensational Tableau Representing the Ascension of 
the Balloon, ‘‘ Interest.” 

The Whole Concluding with the Superb Tableau, 


THE FALL OF MANHATTAN, 
Showing Battle-Fie.p With Greek Fire. 





FINALE. 
GENERAL CRASH. 
Admission to all, 10 per cent. margin. Positively no lost margins 
refunded. 


POOR UNCLE CY! 





** A little flurry in Wall Street.” 
—N. Y. Mail and Express. 
Broke, broke, broke! 
The stock that I used to own— 
But ne’er will Manhattan come back to me 
O’er the wires of the telephone. 





PUCK’S SECOND BAPTISM OF FIRE. 


Saturday, June 25th, 1887. 


The world and Puck were wrapped in dreams The bindery of books was first his prey, 
Then Hornby next—he’s our electrotyper ; 


and sleep; 


But lo, the Fire Department, wide awake, 
Came whizzing round to where the fire fiend 


Then rose the fire fiend in his might and glory, The fire fiend seemed to have things his own flirted, 
And with a scorching and malignant sweep, way, Not long did that grand Fire Department take 
He got him from the fourth to topmost And when he starts he’s usually a swiper. To let us sing: “‘It came; it saw; it 
story. squirted,” 





(Continued from Page 302.) 


moral sense and no self-restraint-—the same sort of people who pillaged 
and burnt in this very city in 1863? And do you know that Dr. 
McGlynn’s friends and allies—the men who get up demonstrations in his 
honor and manage his meetings for him—are openly, by day and by night, 
inciting these people to riot and disorder? Well, they are; and he does 
not rebuke them. You are a lawyer; you have been admitted to the bar 
of this state, and you owe allegiance to her laws. Do you think it is a 
“good work” to incite citizens to lawlessness? 
* , * 

When in June, 1884, we told our readers that we could not support 
the Republican nominee for the Presidency, a great many enthusiastic 
friends of Mr. Blaine told us that we were false to our record; that we were 
inconsistent; that we had changed our front. Yet, when they searched our 
files to prove their statement, they found that whenever Mr. Blaine was 
mentioned in Puck he was spoken of as a tricky and untrustworthy poli- 
tician. You will find, Mr. Peck, that the charge you bring against us 
has no better basis. We are keeping the course we laid out for ourselves 
years ago. Perhaps you have made a tack—but that does not change the 
points of the compass. If you wish to know Pucx’s political creed, you 
will find it in tie Constitution of the United States. 

* . * 

We know, better perhaps than you can, the poverty, the privation, 

the indescribable misery that lie at our very doors. We do what we can 


in the cause of suffering humanity. But we know that no good can come 
of the work of incompetent or insincere men who set up to be reformers, 
The workingman never has been helped, and never will be, by signing 
over his independence to labor unions or knighthoods of labor; and we 
propose to tell the workingman this truth, for his own good, whether it 
pleases him or displeases him. And now, Mr, Peck, we have a proposition 
to make to you. As your letter-head says, you are a lawyer. You ought 
to be able to look at both sides of a case. If you want a little legal work 
that will not pay you in money, but may profit you in other ways, sup- 
pose you take the back numbers of Puc». for a year or two past, (if you 
do not own them, we shall be happy to send them to you, for this pur- 
pose,) and write out, from study of our cartoons and our editorials, a fair 
abstract of our case. Then write out your own case against us, submit 
the two documents to yourself as judge, and, after impartial judicial ex- 
amination, decide for yourself whether the right lies with Puck or with 
the excitable person who wants to give the citizens of New York “their 
bellyful of such reforms as came through the French Revolution.” 


The old legend upon which Richard Wagner founded his opera of 
“*Die Walkiire”’ is one of those early myths which are always rich in sug- 
gestive applications to events of later days. There is a singular exactness 
of analogy in our artist’s fancy of the Republican Briinnhilde laid away to 
sleep until a spotless champion shall rise to walk through fire and flame to 
awaken her to a new and glorious life. We do not know how much fur- 
ther the analogy may go—but when Briinnhilde was, so to speak, retired, 
it was announced, on supernatural authority, that the man destined to 
arouse her was not yet born. 








SF OUUnann, Lith, puck BunDING, N.Y 


A PARALLEL FROM WAG 


Wotan put Brunhilde to sleep until a worthy deliverer should come to awaken her. hy can 








yM WAGNER’S « WALKURE.” 


en her. Why can not Uncle Sam lay up the Republican Party a few years, for its own good? 






































310 PUCK. 


BABY’S QUERY. 





fz) Now Tue baby, in the sunshine, on the 
Persian rug is playing— 
He is drumming with a hand-glass, and 
he makes an awful din; 
And he sees within the mirror, as the same 
he ’s wildly swaying, 
Such another dimpled baby as himself 
upon the grin, 


As he views the sweet reflection with surprise 
upon his features, 
He observes the other smiling from his 
eyes unto his chin; 
And whatever else he does, so does this wickedest of creatures, 
Who for ali his baby dignity cares not a single pin. 





Suddenly the door is opened, and the room is sweetly brightened 
By the face of the most loving one of all his kith and kin; 
And he says, the while his face with an inquiring look is lightened : 
*“Won’t oo tell me now, dear muzzer, 1s I ’eally a twin?” 
R. K. M. 





A TRAIT OF CHARACTER. 


the more convinced I am of the profound truth of this remark. 

What strikes me now as being particularly worthy of a five-dol- 
lar article is the curious custom our neighbors have of magnifying little 
things and lightly regarding great moral enormities. This is not a strictly 
original thought, but no one ever put it in exactly the language employed 
in the above sentence; and what are we here for but to dress old ideas in 
bright clean clothes and put them on the market at the price of new 
ones? 

But let us proceed upon the straight track laid down for us, and say 
just what we mean. We mean that there is everywhere prevalent a ten- 
dency to put the small things before the great, and it is a habit observable 
not only in men and women, but in animals also. 

I know a dog that will kill a pretty speckled hen, roll its bloody, 
mangled corpse in the dust, and then run up to the first passer-by, wagging 
his tail as much as to say: ‘‘Did you see that? Pat me on the head.” 
This same dog-will pick up an old bleached bone, and scurry off home 
with his tail down close, and with his eyes shifting about as though he 
knew he was doing a very, very wicked thing, and felt heartily ashamed 
of it. 

I know a nice old man whose moral nature is constructed on very 
much the same plan. He is a sweet-tempered, bland old gentleman, at 
peace with all the world, He lives 
out in the country. He sold me 
a horse that he could recommend 
very highly as being perfectly 
sound and kind. I don’t know as 
much as a cat does about horses, 
and I took it; and said horse had 
a spavin, and the old gentleman 
knew he had; and said horse 
kicked down one side of his stall, 
and the old gentleman knew he 
would. But the man rubs his 
hands together, and assures me 
earnestly that he is very much 
surprised to learn that the horse 
turned out so poorly — and his 
cheek retains its natural color. 

I met this gentleman in the city 
one day. He was coming out of ii | 
a beer saloon eating Bologna sau- | { ! 
sage, and when he saw me he 
turned his head and hurried away, 
looking as guilty as the aforemen- 
tioned dog with the bleached 
bone. Did n’t want it known that 
he had been drinking a glass of 
beer. 

I know another good man who 
lives on Long Island, and works 
his farm. In the summer he has 
city boarders, and works them. 
He was speaking one day about 
the fishing in his place. He did n’t 
care much about fishing for sport, 

“he said, but he could turn an 


Site mo Has said, ‘‘ What a world this is!”” and the more I see of it, 





















ANOTHER FLAG-RETURNING. 


Kincarp.—Phwhich way now, Hartigan? 

Hartican.—It’s me thot’s diligated a c’mittee av wan to returrun th’ 
Haggerty Social Club’s banner we tuk away from thim at th’ pucnic. It’s 
good as new barrin’ th’ brick-hole, an’ it’s plantin’ harrud feelin’s we are. slugger. 


honest penny at it once 
in a while. He took the 
cottagers out in the 
evening to fish for eels, 
charged them four dol- 
lars for boat and services, 
and as they did n’t want 
to bother with eels in 
the night, he took those 
eels home, dressed them, 
and sold them to the same 
cottagers in the morning 
at sixteen cents a pound. 
He chuckled: when he 
said he often made as 
high as eight dollars a 
day in that way ‘‘ out of 
them Yorkers.” 

This man’s daughter 
thoughtlessly played a 
few bars of ‘‘ When the 
Robin’s Nest Again” one 
Sunday morning, and the 
old gentleman came shuf- 
fling in from the kitchen 
and asked her if that was 
a psalm tune. She said 
“No.” He said he 
thought not, and then he 
lectured her until she 
cried; and she is a nice 
pretty girl, too. 

But why go on indefi- ow—wow!! 
nitely multiplying in- Anxious Morurr.—What is it, my 
stances to illustrate this precious? 
horrid custom, especially Littte Witure.—Sister p— promised 
when the dear reader can me her old b—bustle to make a foot-ball 
pick them up himself of, an’ now she’s went an’? m—made that 
every day in the week? darned old measly hangin’ basket fer the 

Morris Waite. piazza out of it—wo—o—o—o—wow!! 











DISAPPOINTED. 


Littte Witur.—Br—r—rh—wow— 





AS 1T IS. 


Cuicaco Man.—Thank heaven, this crime-laden city is at last rid 
of the ghoul-like activity of that arch-fiend and conscienceless gambler, 
McDonald! 

Crerx.—Yes, sir; it’s a good thing. By the way, wheat ’s down to 
6214, last quotation. 

Cuicaco Man.—You don’t say so! Scoot down and buy like the 
devil! 

In THE Free-Batuo Howse, 
Younc Coaktey (ancestors, Orangemen).—Wot’s dat shoe-string 
’roun’ yer t’roat fer, Soapy? 

Younc Statrery (ancestors, 
Church of Rome).—-Stop yer kid- 
din’! What does youse ould man 
have ter grip on w’en he larrups yer? 


SuFFeRinc 1n a Goop Cause. 


Kerrican (22 the attic).—Pfwhat 
happened me razor, Julie? It%s 
shkinnin’ me, it is! 

Mrs, Kerrican (de/ow).—Shure, 
darlint, Rosie wuz afther thrimmin’ 
th’ goat’s hoofs a little. Sorra th’ 

bit she cud climb ter Mrs. Casey’s 

tomatto vines nixt dure, widout it! 

Kerrican. — All roight, 
acushla! It’s pullin’ tacks wid 
it Oi t’?ought yez was; but th’ 
nanny goat’s milk musht 
be kep’ shwate, av me 
chakes kims off! 


SHAKSPERE SAID: 
““Oh, I could hew 

up Rocks and fight with 
Flint!” If he lived in 
these’ times, instead of 
hewing up rocks, he 
would have to put up 
rocks to fight with Flint, 
or any other first-class 
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PUCK. 






Some Tuincs look mighty easy until 
you try them. The other morning as | 
left the house, my wife said : 

“Henry, I wish you would send one dollar to 
the office of the Children’s Beacon Light, and 
get the paper six months on trial for the chil- 
dren; and they send the loveliest oil painting to 
every subscriber.” 

In the course of the day my wife’s request 

came to my mind, and I accordingly wrote the 
necessary letter to the presiding genius of the 
aforesaid publication, and then, of course, I had 
to enclose the dollar. Shall I get a postal note? 
No, that costs thre® cents, and this thing is cost- 
ing enough already. Ha! (I did n’t say “ Ha,” 
I only thought it; but it looks well in print.) I 
will procure me a one-dollar bill, and, verily, it 
shall serve the purpose of a postal note, unless 
some unworthy and covetous vassal of the Post- 
office Department doth lay hold of the envelope 
with voracious clutch, and abstract the bill there- 
from; but there are risks in all things earthly. 
(I did n’t say any of that, either, because there 
was no one to say it to; but it all passed through 
my mind.) 
Now I had numerous silver coin of the denomination 
of one dollar about my person; but I had no promis- 
sory note of our esteemed relative, Uncle Sam, for that 
amount. I would just step down-stairs, and get a bill 
in exchange for a silver dollar at one of the stores. 

The first store | entered was a grocery store. A gazelle-eyed clerk 
with a protruding forehead was doing up a dollar’s worth of light-brown 
sugar and two bars of soap for a benevolent-looking old lady with a large 
basket. 

** May I trouble you to exchange a dollar bill for a silver dollar?” 
I asked in that bland tone that has made our family famous in Legislative 
Halls. He looked right through me at the stove, and said pleasantly : 

‘*Haintgotany—do you prefer this mottled or the Imperial clear 
soap, Mrs, Jawson ?” 

Then I tried a dry-goods store, ‘The girl, dressed in the blue jersey, 
with the blonde bangs, to whom I preferred my request, referred me with 
an imperious wave of her jeweled hand to the cashier. To that mighty 
potentate I said: 

“May I trouble you to exchange a dollar bill for a silver dollar ?” 

“* Naw, we don’t keep silver dollars for dollar bills.” 

“* But I want a dollar bill for a silver dollar.” 

“Oh! Well, we don’t keep them, either.” 

I did not insist upon it. 

I then tried, without success, three dry-goods emporiums, six retail 
grocery stores, four confectioners, two banks, and a cigar store. The ma- 
jority of the tradesmen I came in contact with would look at me in a sad, 
reproachful, half-suspicious sort of a way, when I made my want known, 
that, had I been less determined, would have melted me into buying at 
least two dollars and thirty-five cents’ worth of something I did n’t want, 
at almost every store. 

At the cigar store I quailed. (The quail season had just begun.) The 
young man who was perusing the pink columns of the Police Gazette at 
the back end of the store came forward so promptly when I rattled my 
dollar on the show-case, and with such an imploring ‘‘strong or mild” 
look on his ingenuous countenance that I involuntarily shuddered. (I had 
heard of people doing that before; that’s why I did it.) My heart was 
touched. Ido not smoke—it makes me sick and gives me heart-burn— 
but | said calmly: 

“* Give me twenty-five cents’ worth of those in the corner, those with 
the red paper belts on.” 

There was a real pretty picture on the box-cover, too. 
three of the cigars, and I left. 

I felt homeless and alone in the world; every passer-by seemed to 
regard me with a suspicious stare, as if I were a body-snatcher or a boodle 
Alderman. I would have paid double the price of admission just then to 








He gave me 


have seen the face of a friend; but though I have lived in that city for 
many years, not a familiar face could I see. I was about to depart in sad- 
ness and a bob-tail car to my office, which I had left a mile behind (it 
may seem queer that I did not leave my office in front of me where I 
could watch it, but J did not), when I saw the smiling countenance of a 





WOMAN’S IDEA. 


Mattie. — Ma, are 
there any men angels? 

Mama.—I guess not. 

Mattie.— Well, when 
the men die, where do 
they go? 

Mama.—Go and ‘‘see 
a man,” I suppose. 








very short and very wide German gentleman, standing across the street at 
the door of his Lager Beerery. I am very impulsive, and my impuiser at 
once started me across the street in his direction, 

Here, I thought, is a man and a brother, benevolent, certainly; a re- 
tailer of malt and spirituous beverages, certainly ; and perhaps—stranger 
things have happened—he has a paper dollar in his till. By the time I 
had thought all that out with my customary care, I was in hailing distance 
of him; but I didn’t hail him, I don’t know how to hail. I only said: 
** How do you do, sir?” He looked at me with a calm, contemplative 
gaze, and said: ‘‘ Wegates!” 

At the termination of this conversation we both went in and had 
some beer. I felt better then—I could smile at my desolation of a few 
moments ago. We beered again. Things, as many things as I could see, 
began to assume a brighter hue. I would make another effort to get that 
dollar. 

I said: ‘‘ Mr. Schlieffenheimer (that was the most of his name), do 
you happen to have a dollar bill in the drawer there?” ‘“‘ Nn-nn-n-mm- 
m-hah?” remarked Mr. Schlieffenheimer, pleasantly. ‘‘ Have you got a 
dollar bill in your money drawer?” Again that undeserved look of dis- 
trust. ‘ Vell, und vot if I haf?” queried this portly Ganymede. 

““ Why, you see, I have been looking for one for the last two hours; 
I want to use one.” “ Vell! Mein Gott! You t’ink I lets somepodies 
use mein moreys, eh? Vot you take me for?” ‘‘ But you don’t understand 
me. J want yeu to give me a dollar bill, paper money, you know, for this 
silver dollar.” Mr. S, became needlessly excited at this point: ‘Of you 
don’d leaf mein blace mit your gonfidence skin games, I ring der batrol 
vagon up mit you.” 

By the way Mr. Schlieffenheimer’s eyes snapped, and the vigor with 
which he wiped the vagrant beer foam from his counter, I judged he was 
prepared to execute this threat. As a last desperate chance, I said, with as 
much impressive solemnity as I could muster: ‘‘ My friend, I will give you 
these two silver dollars for a one-dollar bill.” 

He spoke not, but the energetic manner in which he reached for the 
bung-starter was so suggestive of an intention to do me bodily harm that 
I retreated toward the door. Mr. S. followed, and in a choice selection 
of some of the most inelegant but forcible epithets, from both the German 
and English language, and with the most appalling fluency, gave me to 
understand that | would better exercise my nefarious calling in some other 
place than his; and as I backed to the door I was met by a large, red- 
nosed navy-blue brass-buttoned Policeman, who said: ‘‘ Now look here, 
Cully, I’ve bin watchin you try to work your little game long enough, 
’n if you make any more breaks on my beat you go in, now you hear me!” 
I heard him. Perhaps I looked like a confidence man then; I know I felt 
like one, I left the scene of the encounter—it ’s probably there yet— 
and with humbled mien, I ‘‘ homeward trod my weary way,” musing much 
upon the aphorism which opens this simple chronicle. 

What’s that? Did I finally get one? Yes, I 
did. My wife found those three cigars in my vest 
pocket that night, and with tears in her eyes said 
she had known for some time that I was keeping Hh ‘sy i ' 

a secret from her, but she never would have sup- Hib | 
posed that I had contracted that filthy habit. Of My 

course I had to explain how the nasty things came 44 
into my possession, but the only terms under which 
she agreed to be convinced, were that I should give 
her fifteen dollars with which to purchase two yards 
of that lovely plush to go in the last winter’s wrap 
she was making over. 

Implicit faith in me was cheap at any price, and 
I had to give her the money, and in that cute little 
alligator’s skin wallet her brother 
William gave me last Christmas, | 
found the object of my afternoon’s 
disastrous quest—a Paper Dollar— 
I had overlooked it. But what has 
that to do with the case, any way? —~J— 

L. Wison,. 
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AME. 


Text me, father, who is he 
With the mien of chief- 
tain great, 

At whose feet, like roaring sea, 
Crowd the populace elate? 
See, they throng to press his hand, 

Senators and judges old, 
And the chosen of the land 
Bring him wines and bays and 
' gold! 

Is he of the rank of King? 
Led he armies to the fray? 
Does his fame as prophet ring, 

That they honor him to-day? 
Peace, my son! and thou shalt 
soon 

See that famed hand clasped by mine. 
’Tis the great third-base, Muldoon, 
Who has saved the local nine! 






HE DID N’T MIND IT. 





CARAVAN WAS CRossinG the desert. The 
A white sand glistened in the radiant heat of 
the noonday sun. An American was seated 
upon the back of one of the foremost camels, 
fanning himself with a straw hat. His collar was 
unbuttoned and the ends of his white tie hung 
limp, while drops of perspiration trickled down 
his face and neck and mingled in his shirt-front. 
Suddenly, the dusky native seated upon the lead- 
ing camel uttered a cry of alarm, and pointed 
excitedly toward the horizon where a great 
cloud was seen bearing down upon them. Deadly 
fear and deep consternation soon seized upon all 
of the travelers excepting the American, who 
simply put on his hat, took his coat on his arm 
and prepared to dismount. While the Arabs, in 
great hurry and confusion, were endeavoring to 
bring together the straggling caravan, and show- 
ing in every action that they feared complete de- 
struction from the fearful sand-storm, the Ameri- 
can, remarking that he guessed he would n’t 
wait, started on afoot. 
Soon the sand was 
flying about him, cut 
ting his face, filling his 
eyes and nostrils, and 
enveloping him in a 
cloud so dense that it 
would have been impos- 
sible to see even if he 
had dared to open his 
eyes. But he trudged 
along as one who had 
safely passed ‘hrough 
such ordeals before and 
had no fear. 

Toward evening he 
reached an Oasis where 
one of the Lelands kept 
a first-class hotel, and, 
as he registered, ‘*D, 
Whitney, Brooklyn, 
N. Y.,” he remarked 
that it was a windy 


day. M. W. 


F you wanT to keep 
cool in hot weather 
drink lots of ice-water. 
This will make you 


PUCK. 


OTHING WILL THROw the average man into an 

apparently profound slumber quicker than 

to have his burglar alarm go off in the middle of 
the night. 


MEMBER OF THE Stock Exchange has a suit 

of clothes for every day in the year. It is 
said: that he can tie a necktie with rare intel- 
lectual ability. 


GENTLEMAN IN this city who has a quantity 
of Keely Motor stock is willing to swap it off 
for some stock in the Ignatius Donnelly Cypher. 


ENRY GEORGE, it is said, smokes twenty-cent 

cigars. But he can afford it. When his 

great poverty-abolishing fake catches us, we will 
begin on the same brand. 


EVERAL NEW mineral springs have been sunk 

in Saratoga; but the old reliable Apollin- 
aris Spring under the States Hotel still retains 
its popularity. 


HE SANDY CREEK ACADEMY girls graduated in 
calico gowns. We like such girls; but our 
liking is Platonic to the last degree. 


R. JACOB SHARP may Call it diabetes; but it 
seems to us that he has Robinson, Scrib- 
ner & Bright’s disease. 


[N 4 BaD spox-—Canned Salmon. 





THE WOOD PUSSY. 


A Vulgar Little Verse. 


A DIMINUTIVE ANIMAL, pretty to see, 

Dwells in a wood near my villa of stone; 
And although I am fond of animals, he 
Has no attractions at all for me, 

And I leave him severely alone. 





His eyesight and hearing and taste are well 
Developed. And he is strong of limb; 
But he lacks one sense, the truth to tell, 
The very important sense of smell, 
Which is awfully lucky for him. 

















cooler than you ever 
were in your life. 


LYMOUTH CHURCH is 
still trying to find 
somebody to rattle 
around in that pulpit. 


Givinc Hm No Snow. 
““No, Bobby,” said his mother: “one piece of pie is quite 
enough for you!” 
“It’s funny,” responded Bobby, with an injured air: ‘‘ You 
say you are anxious that I should learn to eat properly, and yet 
you won’t give me a chance to practice!” 





FRED: BROWN'S 
-- GINGER - 


Witt Revieve 


LATULENCE FROM 


()veR Farina. 
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WINCHESTER’S 


HYPOPHOSPHITE or LIME anp SODA is a matchless remedy 
for Consumption jn every stage of the disease. For Coughs, 
Weak Lungs, Throat Diseases, Loss of Flesh and 
Appetite, and every form of General Debility it is an un- 
we Specific Remedy. #@~ Be sure anp GetT WINCHES- 
TER’S Preparation. $1 and $2 per bottle. Sold by Druggists. 
WINCHESTER & CO., Chemists, 
331 162 William St., New York. 


IP ONETIC 
i ATHAN 
uU 




















THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS | 





Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


shite »PA., 11 V.129 Chestnur St. 
e. 
NFR CO CAL O35 Mareen St. 





URE WATER, SCi- 
entific experi- 
ments in Europe 


and America have 
proven, can only be 


obtained by distilla- 
tion. Hygeia Dis- 
tilled Water will 
stand any test. Still 
and Sparkling Wa- 
ters. “Try Hygeia 





Sparkling Water in 
bottles. 

Principal Depot, | 
Nos. 351 & 353 West 
‘Twelfth Street, N. Y. 














AMERICAN CYCLES 
DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE 
ONAPPLICATION. 
URMULLY&J 


=-MFG.CO.=<- 


CHICAGO, Itt. *9 








The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 


BOKERS BITTERS 











MARVELOUS 


MEMORY 


DISCOVERY. 

Wholly unlike Artificial Systems—Cure of Mind Wandering. Any book 
learned in one reading. Great inducements to correspondence classes, 
Prospectus with opinions in full ot Mr. Procror. the Astronomer, Hons. W. 
W. Aston. Jupan P. BeNJAMIN, DRS. MINOR. Woop, RKV. FRANCIS B. DENIO, 
The Christian Advocate, MARK TWALIN, and others, sent post free by 


PROF. LOISETTE, 237 Fitth Avenue, N. Y. 


TABLISHED 818 | 


Nine Cold ad First - 


RVEYOR BY PECIAL 


Class Viedals. 
APPOINTMENTS TO THE 
HL 
* AND THE PRIN WALE 


bP Ole Ob 2) =e I = © 3d 30 8 Oe aT 


COPENHAGEN CHERRY CORDIAL. 


INDISPENSABLE IN EVERY HOUSEHOLD. 
FOR SALE BY WINE MERCHANTS AND CROCERS 
THROUCHOUT THE UNITED STATES. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
CENERAL ACENTS 
NEW YORK. ° | 








| ** Whereas, 





PUCK. 313 






Tre Circus at THE Butte. | 


= kinder calkilated—thet’s Bill an’ Ike an’ me, 

We'd all go down to Sentinel Butte and hev a 
sort 0” spree; 

Thet day the Greatest Show on Earth were thar 
in one big tent, 

We jedged ’t were something in our line, so nat- 
tur’ly we went. 


ow to Cure 
on po & Scalp 
Diseases 

with the 
CuTicuRA 
REMEDIES. 


ORTURING, DISFIGURING, ITCHING, scaly and pimply 





Vay Li 







; Inside we struck a table with a cur’ous sort 0’ 


creeter, 
. : : : diseases he skin, scalp and t t $3 ai in- 
An’ a sign as said his name were Pharioh Salt iseases of the skin, scalp and blood with loss of hair, from in 
P fancy to old age, are cured by the Cuticura REMEDIES. 
eter ; A iy . Cuticura Reso.vent, the New Blood Purifier, cleanses the 
An’ thet he wus a Gyptian king as long ergo blood and gesgenntion of disease-sustaining elements, and thus 
removes the cause. 
went hence— Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays itching and 
The show hed got the mummy at stupendious inflammation, clears the skin and scalp of crusts, scales and sores, 
and restores the hair. 
expense, Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, is indispensable 


in treating skin diseases, baby humors, skin blemishes, chapped 
and oily skin. Cuticura Remepiss are the great skin beautifiers. 
Sold everywhere. Price, CuTicurxa, so0c.; Soap, 25c.; Kr- 
SOLVENT, $1. Prepared by the Potter DruG anp Cuemicat Co., 
Boston, Mass. 
ax Send for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 


We stood an’ sized it up erwhile when Ike turned 
’round and said: 

“Tt ’peers ter look erbout to me ’s if this gentle- 
man were dead; 

An as I’m a cor’ner I ’low without no further 
fuss, 

We’d better stop an’ kinder see what killed the 
ornary cuss,” 


Then Bill remarks: 
idee,” 

An’I chimes in with: ‘‘A inquest would jist 
erbout hit me;” 





Tl pee with the loveliest delicacy is the skin bathed with 
CuticurA Mgpicatep Soap. 


‘Private Club’ 


GRAND CHAMPAGNE. 
FELIX JACQUIN, 





“*T reckon it ’u’d be a good 





An’ then we sot upon the corpse of Pharioh Salt EPERNAY, FRANCE. 
Peter, 

An’ fixed a reg’lar verdick in surprisingly short Highest Grade Imported. 
meter. 


L. E. WILMERDING, 
GENERAL AGENT, 
No. 3 South Wiiliam Street, 


this P. S. Peter, 

dead ’s a stene, 

Therefore, this jury finds he croaked uv causes 
quite unknown,” 

We ’lowed thet fifty dollars were what the job 
were worth, 

An’ collected frum the treas’rer uv the Greatest 

Show on Earth! —Dakota Bell. 


bein’ thar layin’ 


N. Y. City, 





For SALE BY 


Leading Wine Merchants 


AND 








Pears’ Soa 


Fair white hands. Pp 
Brightclear complexion 
Soft healthful skin. 


” AN SHAVE with with EASE. 


You often Suffer needless pain, pain, 

Through fault of yours, you can’t deny it; 
Before you Shave yourselfa ain 

Buy ILLIAMS*. SHAVING STICK, and try it. 


Pleasure unknown! and Comfort, Ease 
Its use imparts; to all who Shave 

Its Richness, Mildness, Fragrance please, 
And Time and Patience tend to save. 
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Each Stick in a neat Case, covered with red morocco 
leatherette. Very Portable for Travelers. A LUXURY 
FOR ALL WHO SHAVE. For Sale by all Druggists, or sent 
post-paid, for 25cts. in Stamps. Address, 

THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., - Glastonbury, Conn. 
FOR 50 YEARS M’ F’RS OF FAMOUS GENUINE YANKEE SHAVING SOAP 


A, WEIDMANN. ~ 
JOSEPH Cl LLOTTS No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
STEEL PENS 


Importer and Manufacturer of 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION 1878. 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Nos, 303-404—170-604. 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 


other Material for Costumes, etc. *™ 
315 
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PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 
64 pages, Puck size. 26 cents per copy. 
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ALLCOCK'S 
POROUS PLASTERS 


never fail to give speedy proof of their 
efficacy as the best known external 
remedy for Weak Back, Rheumatism, 
Lumbago, Sciatica, Colds, Coughs, 
Sore Throat, Pulmonary and Kidney 
Difficulties, Malaria, Dyspepsia, Heart, 
Spleen, Liver and Stomach Affections, 
Strains and all Local Pains. They 


have been tested in thousands of 


cases. and their value has been at- 
tested by the highest medical authori 
ties, as well as by voluntary and un- 
impeachable testimonials from thou- 
sands who have used them. 

Do not be deceived by misrepre- 
sentation. Ask for ALtcock’s, and let 
no explanation or solicitation induce 
you to accept a | substitute. 





yy 


IED Leis 


BITERS. 


excellent appetizing tonic of site fiavor, now used over the 
wie cures Dyspere in, Diarrhea, Fever and defo te and = 
disorders of the Digestive Oren ns, A few drops imparts delicious fla 
to a ginss —— e a to * ad — eine fee ie tt, ond 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your 
article, manufactured by D! DR J a. D SIRGERT'A 80 


de ¥. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
2 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 





“FUST THE THING 


FOR 
SUMMER WEAR.” 
OUR 
SPLENDID ASSORTMENT 
OF 
SCOTCH CHEVIOTS, 
HOMESPUNS, 
TWEEDS, ETC. 
IN 
STRIPES, NEAT AND TASTY EFFECTS. 
Suits to orde from = ot tty $20.00. 
he di ae a ae a ee 5 00. 


He Souler: 


771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street. 


Bowery Business carried on temporarily at above address.) 








Samples and self-measurement rules mailed on application. 
i iL E Instant relief. Final cure and never 
@ returns. Noindelicacy. Neither 
ep en urge, salve or suppository. Liver, kidney 
and all bowel troubles—especially constination—cur- 
ed like magic. Sufferers willlearn ofacienpiet reney 
by addressing, J. H. REEVES, 78 Nassau St., N. Y. 752 





THE ‘OPIUM HABIT 


Cured without pam, Vy ag OF SLEEPLESSNESS at 
home, by the method of Dr. H. Kane, Author of 
“Druge that Enslave,’’ £ Pub, ‘Lindsay & Blakisten ¥8 
— ) Desen ve po mi wi ensorenents by 300 phy- 

ne, dese A fe Sup’s 
De Quiney Hospital). 163 baee } New = 


— 





PUCK. 


‘*] rink I’ve got rather the meanest husband 
in Detroit,” exclaimed a littlke woman on the 
car the other day. 

Her friend asked her to explain and she con- 
tinued : 

‘*T found that he was smoking fifty cents’ worth 
of cigars per day, and I got him to agree to give 
me as much pin-money per week as the cigars 
cost. He stuck to it one week.” 

** And then what?” 

‘*He bought him a clay pipe and a pound of 
ten-cent smoking tobacco, and my income is cut 
down to two cents per week!” —Detroit Press. 


‘Ou, Rowena!” exclaimed Voltigern Tape- 
measure, dropping on his knees without a strug- 
gle: ‘‘your beauty fires my heart—” ‘‘My 
daughter,” said old Hengist Wheatcorner, en- 
tering the room: ‘‘I will divide the contract with 
you; I will fire the rest of him.” Which he did. 
—Brooklyn Eagle. 





CRANDALL & CO, 
569 3D AVE. 


Established 1841. Wholesale and re- 
tail. Oidest, largest, and most reliable 
baby carriage factory in the United States. 
Newest and best styles to select from. 
Our patent bab carriage spring indorsed 
by —_— authority, J. B. Brewster & 
Co., of 25th St., and by Dr. Shrady, as 
safe and healthful. Also, large stock 
velocipedes, wagons, doll carriages, &c. 
Catalogues free. 322 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Add Cc. F. GUuMT ER, Confectioner 
pas adison St., Chicago. 


BOWERY BAY BEACH. 


The most beautiful and rang family summer 
resort, with excellent fishing, boating, bathing. 

Accessible byelegant summer horse cars from 92d 
8t. ferry in 20 minutes. Fare 10 cents, including 
ferriage; and from Hunter’s Point ferries in 40 
minutes. Car fare10cents. Also by steamboats 











direct to Grand Pier. See principaldaily papers. 345 
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ow” SANITAS” === 


The GREAT ENGLISH DISINFECTANT. 
The First Requisite in all Dwelings, 


The most POWERFUL and PLEASANT of all 
PREPARATIONS in use, 


Fragrant, Non-poisonous, does not stain Linen. 

“SANITAS” Disinfecting Fluid, for sprinkling 
about rooms, disinfecting linen, and 
general house use. 

**SANITAS” Disinfecting Powder, a powerful 
and pleasznt preparation for stables, 
kennels. ashbins, &c. 

“SANITAS”? Crude Disinfecting Fluid, a con- 
centrated form of ‘*Sanitas,” to be di- 
luted with water for flushing drains, 
&c. 

“SANITAS” Disinfecting Oil, for fumigating 
sick rooms, treatment of throat com- 
plaints, rheumatism and ringworm. 


“Sanitas” Disinfecting Toilet and Laundry 
Soaps, &c., &e. 
THE REGULAR USE OF 


“ SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, and 


Deodorant, is a sure preventive of all contagious and 
infectious diseases. It is invaluable in the sick room. 


“‘§ PPOPLE’S HEALTH IS A NATION'S WEALTH.” 
“SANITAS” IS NATURE'S DISINFECTANT, 


To be had of aH Druggists and of the 


American & Continental “ Sanitas” Co., Ltd., 
636-~642 West 55th street, N. Y. city, *7* 


~ REPUTATION vs. GOLD. 


Tutt’s Pills have gained a popularity unparalleled. The 
reason is obvious. They are not a worthless nostrum 
— up to deceive the credulous, but are the result of 
ong research by a chemist and physician of thirty years’ 
experience, who values his reputation more than gold. 


Experience of a Planter. 


My plantation is in a malarial district. For several 
years I could not make half a crop on account of fever and 
ague. I employ one hundred and fifty hands; often half 
of them were sick. I was nearly discouraged when I be- 
gan the use of Tutt’s Pills. I used them as a preventive 
as well as a cure. The result was marvelous; my laborers 
became hearty, robust and happy, and I have had no fur- 
ther trouble. With these pills I would not fear to live in __ 
the Okofonokee swamp. E. RIVAL, Bayou Sara, La. 


Tutt’s Liver Pills, 
All Druggists, 25c. 
DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. sth and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 











CHAMPION 


An Interesting 


OF TWO CONTINENTS. 


Comparison of 


THE WORLDS GREAT BREWERIES. 





Decidedly the greatest beer producing countries in the 
world are Germany and Austria, The manufacture of 
the national beverage and its consumption is a matter of 
investigation and comment for every traveler that has 
visited and written of those States. Many have gone be- 
hind the commercial feature of the industry, and have 
found in the production, fostered and protected as it is 
by the Government, a solution of the stability of the 
people. The people themselves, instead of fretting under 
the ordinary cares of life that carry more volatile neigh- 
bors into insurrection, absorb a philosophical quiet with the 
nectar of Gambrinus that saves them from the conse- 
quences of rashness. Small wonder that they cherish their 
colossal Brauerein and that the Government fosters them. 

The last annual official statistical showing of the pro- 
duct in Germany and Austria has just been received here. 

According to this report, the output of the six leading 
breweries of Germany and Austria, in 1886, was the 
following: 


Banans. 
1. Spaten Brewery, Munich, (Gab. Sedlmayer, Prop.). . O17 
a eee ee eae ee 603 
S. Lowen Brewery, MGMOR. oo. cece ceed ccsccesessevecctes 359.950 
Bee I, ERE Skee cocheus se0deeessee+ sess 99.480 
ee ee ee ee ee ee 235.950 
6. Liesing Actien Brewery, Vienna.. - 170.764 


Total, 1, 670, 564. 


There are innumerable small establishments, but these 
six larger ones serve to give some idea of the magnitude 





of the industry in those countries’ In the manufacture 
of the quantity of beer shown in the product of these six 
breweries, over one hundred and forty millions of pounds 
of malt were used. 

To those of our own community who are not tinged 
with prohibitory theories there will be some satisfaction 
in learning that St. Louis, Mo., has not only the largest 
brewery in this country, but the largest in the world. 

The Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association, in the 
period covered by the official report from which the 
above is taken, manufactured and sold 13,120,000 gallons 
of beer, equaling 


410,000 Barrels, 


an excess of more than 10 per cent. above the production 
of the Spaten Brewery of Munich, the largest European 
brewery. Experts in the manufacture of beer are not 
slow to say that the quality, also, of the Anheuser-Busch 
beer excels that of its European rival in about the same 
ratio. This opinion is not only that of American judges, 
but in every European exposition in which the beer of 
the Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association has come into 
competition with that of all the above-named breweries, 
it has been awarded the first premium. In every Euro- 
pean capital medals have been given to them showing 
that they surpassed all other exhibitors in the quality of 
the beer manufactured. These awards have not been 
merely occasional, but record a succession of triumphs. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 149 Power's 
Block, Rochester, N. Y. 772 





TempPerANce Beveraces.—Do not go to the country without a 
bottle of Angostura Bitters to flavor your Drinking Water, 
Soda and Lemonade, and keep free from malaria and all disorders 
ef the digestive organs. Be sure it is the genuine Angostura 
of world-wide fame, and manufactured only by Dr. J. G. B. 
Siegert & Sons. 





PUCK. 


Women jump at conclusions—particularly the 
conclusion of anovel, They read that first.— 
Harper's Bazar. 


Tue body of a young girl, mysteriously mur- 
dered, has been found on a lonely country road 
in Ohio, This outrageous infringement on a purely 
local industry has excited widespread indignation 
throughout New Jersey, and there is a movement 
on foot to have the body extradited and sent to 
Colkitt’s lane or some other popular murdering 
place in the kingdom of Camden. The Ohio 
people ought to be ashamed of themselves; does 
New Jersey try to grab the Findlay gas well for 
a lighthouse ?—Brooklyn Eagle. 
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OUR NEW COAST DFFFNSES. 


Younc Gent.—A very formidable-looking gun. 


Why, with t at they can scour the country for miles around. 


SHE (xaively).—What do they use m it to scour with—Sapolio ? 
(He gives it up.) 





WHITE MOUNTAIN HAMMOCK - CHAIR, | 





will 


é : S | 
For the house. lawn, porch or camp; is chock full of comfort and blessed | 
rest. The ALFORD & BERKELE CO., Sole Agents, 77 CHAMBERS STREET, 
P. 0. Box 2,002, New York. 361 


THE KING OF CATHARTIC WATERS. 
Greatly Superior to all Other Purgative Waters. 
PatatTaBie, Paintess, Prompt. 


RUBINAT-CONDAL MINERAL WATER, 


CONDAL SPRING, SPAIN. 
WARRANTED ENTIRELY NATURAL. 


The only Mineral Water under the Protection of the 
Spanish Government, 


“AN EFFICACIOUS MORNING LAXATIVE.” 
“PRE-EMINENT ABOVE ALL COMPETITORS ” 


Recommended by all the principal medical authori- 
ties in Europe. 





— 


Imported in White Glass Bottles by the 


RUBINAT COMPANY, 


Sole Agents for the United States and Canada, 
NO. 80 BEAVER STREET, 
New York, 
and sold by all Chemists, Druggists, and first- 
class Grocers. 


aa@e~ SEND FOR PAMPHLET CONTAINING MEDICAL 
TESTIMONIALS. 360 








Write tor « PUCK’S PROGRAMME.” 





W. L. DOUCLAS 
$3 SHOE. }z 


The only $3 SEAMLESS 
Shoe in the world. 
Finest Calf, perfect fit, and 
warranted. Conxress, Button RY 
and Lace, all styles toe. AS <Y 






tised by other 
firms. 


WE 
~~ st Jame and price 
stamped on bottom of each Shoe.) 
Boys all wear the W. L. DOUGLAS 82 SHOE. 


If your dealer does not keep them, send_your name on 
postal to W. L. DOUGLAS, Brockton, Mass. 


362 


FINANCIAL AID 


WORTHY PEOPLE. 
Life Insurance Upon a Gredit System 


for the benefit of those who find it inconvenient to pay CASH. 

Sound Life Insurance upon any plan, on Most rea-onable terms, in com- 
panies selected by the insured, may be pro. ured through the NATIONAL 
INSURANCES CREDIT COMPANY, of New York, (limited). Offices, 257 
BROADWAY, New York, and 213 MONTAGUE STREET, Brooklyn. 

Send for descriptive pamphlets, or call at either office for full information. 


Print Your Own Cards! 


PRESS, $3; Circular size press, $8; Newspaper size, $44 
Type-setting easy, printed instructions, Send 2 stamps for 
catalogue presses, type, cards, &c., to the factory, 


KELSEY & 00, Meriden, Conn, 


OZZONI’S 


COMPLEXION 


mparts a brilliant transparency to the skin. Re- 
moves all pimples, freckles and discolorations. For 
sale by all first-class druggists, or mailed for 50 cts. 
J.A. POZZONI, 


DER. St. Louis, Mo, 















in stamps, by 
14 





DEN MUSEE. 55 West. 23r4 Street. 


Munczi Lajos and Prince 
Paul Esterhazy’s Orchestra. Daily two Grand Con- 
certs. Admission, 50 cents; Sundays, 25 ceuts. 
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Waltham 


Timing Watches. 


With or Without Split Seconds, 
and Minute Register. 


MANUFACTURED AND GUARANTEED BY THE 


American \V altham Watch (., 


WALTHAM, MASS. 


THE WALTHAM CHRONOGRAPH 
combines an ACCURATE stop- 
watch for sporting, astronomi- 
cal and general scientific pur- 
poses, with a RELIABLE time- 
keeper for ordinary use. 
| The mechanism to start, stop 
and fly back is of the most simple 
and durable construction and is 
independent of the other parts 
of the movement. 

The Waltham Watch Factory 
is the oldest in America, 
the most extensive and best 
equipped in the world, and 
produces the finest and best 
watches made. 





FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST CLASS 
JEWELERS. 
260 


P| LE URLIN’S PILE OINTMENT IS Curing Thousands 
50c. All druggists, or by mail. P. O, Box 1669, N. Y. 
DR. URLIN’S DISCOVERY KILLS MALARIA. By mail $1,00 


TO STOUT PEOPLE. 


OBESITY easily, fate and certeinly cured, 
without hardship or nauseating drugs. 


A valuable treatise, showing how fu! cun be destroyed (not 
merely lessened) and the cause removed, together with the pre. 
scription, advice,and full explanation HOW TO ACT, sent in 
plain, sealed envelope, on receipt offour stamps. **The only 
common.sense work on corpulencveverissued.’’-Med. Review 

Address E. K, LYNTON, 19 Park Place, New York, 
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PROSPECT BREWERY, 
Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 

Vhe highly Celebrated 
BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is ag oe adapted to Export in Barrels a» 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and chespest Extract of Malt in 
existence, 7°9 


One Agent (Merchant only) wanted in every town for 


eTANSIES NOM Se 
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} Demand unprecedented. iLL & CO., Chicago 
FACE, HANDS, FEET, 
an all their imperfections, including Facia. 
) Development, Hair and Scalp, Superfluous 
a! Hair, Birth Marks, Moles, Warts, Moth 
. p Freckles, Red Nose, Acne, B’ik Heads, Scars, 
| as ? Pitting and their treatment. Send 10c, for 197 
book of 50 . 4th edition. Dr, John MH. bah git 
87 North Pear! St., Albany, N. Y., Established 1870. 


a Mu, is published every Wednesday, 
The Subscription-Price of PUCK 1s 
FOUR DOLLARS FOR ONE YEAR. 


TWO DOLLARS FOR 6 MONTHS. 
ONE DOLLAR FOR 3 MONTHS. 


| Payable in advance. 


Subscriptions are taken by all Booksellers, News- 
dealers, 3rd and 4th class Postmasters, and 


is loc, per copy, of all Newsdealers, 





Tug PUBLISHERS OF PucK, Puck Building, N. Y¥. 
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PUCK. 
CHEERFUL COACHING. 


A Pastime that is not Quite Fully Naturalized as yet. 
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